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One 


Author's Notes: 
Written two years ago. I'll edit and post here. This is a short one about Nate and Chris. They don't get a lot of 


lovin. 


| was stirred from my afternoon nap by knocking on the door. | scrunched up my face and squished deeper 
into the pillow. It ll go away. The knocking got louder. Shit. | threw the blankets back and sat up, swinging my 
legs over the side of the bed. | scratched my head and stretched my back. More knocking. 

"For fuck's sake! l'm coming!" | stood up and padded across the carpeted hotel room floor with my bare feet. 
| looked through the peephole. Nate. | opened the door. "Hey, man. What's up?" 


He slid past me, into the room. "What are you doing?" 


| was taking a nap. Jet-lagged" | said with a yawn 


‘Oh, sorry." The yawn was contagious. Nate yawned then. "I was seeing if you wanted to get something to eat" 
"Not hungry. Gonna go back to sleep. Want to come back and wake me in like an hour. I'll eat with you then" 
"Can | lay down with you?" He asked so innocently. 


| smiled. "Course, come on" | was suddenly very aware that | had nothing more than my boxer shorts on. Nate 


didn't seem to notice or care. 


| climbed back in the bed and pulled the blankets up to my chin. Nate sat on the opposite side of the bed and 
took his shoes off. Then he swung his legs up and settled back against the pillows. 


"Think after all these years, I'd figure out how to get some sleep on the plane. But | never can" He mumbled. 
"Some people just can't" 

"Like the rest of us. You're the only one who can and here you are sleeping some more." 

"Well, I'm not cause you won't shut up." 

‘Oh, sorry." 

| rolled on my side and faced him. | let my eyes drift over his cute red hair and dark red beard, his bare arm, 
tucked under his head. There was a tiny sliver of bare skin peeking out on his hip, where his T-shirt didn't 
meet his jeans. My tongue would fit there perfectly. Instead, | danced my fingertips across it and he twitched 
and grunted softly. 

"Chris!" 


"Sorry, | couldnt help myself" 


He rolled toward me and tucked his hands under his head. God, he was just so sweet. Did he have any clue 
what those gorgeous eyes did to me? 


"Chris? Do you think Dave and Taylor ever uh..you know?" 

"Probably. | mean they spend so much time with each other, sometimes its inevitable" 
"We spend a lot of time together and we're not..chhh 

| lowered my eyes and grinned shyly from under my eyelashes. 


"Do you really feel..like..that?" He asked. 


"Noo. just teasing you." 
"Oh." 
"Why'd you ask about Dave and T?" 


"Just wondered what you thought." 


We fell silent for a few moments. | closed my eyes and rolled over, giving him my back. | felt him moving 


around behind me. 

‘Natie, sleep!" | scolded him like he was one of my kids. 

"Im just getting more comfortable.” And | felt him slid up against my back, arms winding around my waist: 
"Nate?" Warm breath on my shoulder. | shivered. "Oh God, what are you doing?" | groaned. 
"Couldn't help myself" He whispered in my ear. 

My body shuddered 

He withdrew and rolled to other side of the bed. 

"Dont stop now." | whined. 

"Gotta. | was just teasing, anyway: 

"Aw, fuck you" | muttered 

He laughed softly 

| must have drifted off again for | was jotted awake when | felt someone kissing my forehead, 


"There he is! You hungry now?" Nate was sitting next to me, one arm over me, his hand on the bed alongside 


my hip. 
"You kissed me." | said as | rubbed the sleep from my eyes. 
"| don't know what you're talking about" He said as he stood up. 


"Natie. You kissed me." | said again as | sat up. 


"Nope. Come on, let's go. I'm starving." 


| sighed and stood up. | pulled my jeans on and threw a shirt over my head. | slid my feet into flip flops while | 


watched him. 

He smirked at me. "You have bed head." He said and ran his hands over my hair. 
"You kissed me." | said for the third time. His face was inches from mine. 
"Chris, | did not kiss you. Do you want me to?" 


| met his gaze and leaned slowly into him. | grinned as his eyes fluttered shut and his lips parted. He was 


leaning toward me. 


"Okay, let's go eat" | said loudly and side stepped past him. 


Two 


"Yeah, honey. Everything's real good here. We play in like two and a half hours." 
"Okay, have a good show. Talk to you again tomorrow. | love you." 


| looked over at Nate to see if he was listening to my conversation with Cara. "I love you too. Give the boys a 


kiss for me, tell them | love them." 


"Everything good at home?" He asked from his position on the couch. He lay on his back, arms folded 
underneath his head, ankles crossed. 


"Yep, good” 

"That's good" He said as he let his eyelids drop. 

| sat and studied him for a moment. Things felt awkward between us since the other day in my hotel room. He 
hadn't mentioned it or asked to hang out since. | was afraid to mention it and afraid to be alone with him 
Afraid because | wanted to do it all over again, and then some. 

"Im gonna go find Dave and Taylor or Pat or someone" | mumbled. 

Nate grunted a reply. 

| left the room and walked the hallway, raking my hands through my hair in frustration 

"Hey dude" Taylor appeared in another doorway. 

Hey’ 

What's up? You look pissed! 

"Nah, not pissed. Just got some shit on my mind. What are you doing?" 

"Having a beer. Want one?" 

"Yeah, that sounds perfect" | followed him back into the room. "Ah, this is where all the food and shit is” 


"Where's Nate?" 


"In the other room, relaxing. Hey, can | ask you a personal question?" What the fuck, | thought, here goes 
nothing. 


"That depends. If you're talking about the story about the girl and the zebra in Tijuana, it's a lie" He said with 


a smirk. 
"| didn't hear that story. But no, my question is about you and Dave." 
Taylor's smirk slowly faded. "What about me and Dave?" 


"You guys ever .. like, you know, had too much to drink and maybe you accidentally fell on his dick or 


something?" 

"No." He simply replied before he popped a grape in his mouth. "Not accidentally." 

"Wait, seriously?" | couldn't believe what | was hearing! 

He smiled at me, clapped me on the back and grabbed a bunch of grapes before walking out of the room. 
"Shit." | muttered. 

During the show, | felt jittery. | looked to Nate to calm me down. Usually, that's all | had to do is look over at 
him and | was instantly at ease. He'd glance up at me and the corner of his mouth would curl into a smile. Not 


tonight, however. Tonight, he acted as if | wasn't even there. 


After the show, | packed up my shit as quickly as possible and was the first one to the van. | plopped down in 
the last row of seats and put my headphones in my ears. 


Pat sat down next to me and smiled at me. | smiled back. Then he started to speak 

"What? Sorry, headphones." 

"Nate was looking for you." 

"Oh, was he? Well, 'm out here." | muttered, turning my head to look out the window. 

"Everything okay?" Pat asked gently. 

"Yep, perfect” 

| felt the van rock as another person climbed in. | refused to turn and see who it was. Then another and 
another. All of us, it appeared. The van drove us back to the hotel and | watched Nate climb out and walk 
inside. 


“Something going on with you and Nate? Did you have a fight or something?" Pat asked again. 


‘Sort of. Don't worry, we'll get it straightened out." | finally decided not to be a dick to Pat. You just couldn't. 


He was the sweetest man ever. 


| trailed behind everybody else. | wanted them all to get to their rooms before | approached Nate's door. He 


unlocked it and | swore | saw him glance in my direction before he closed it. 

| lingered, pretending | couldn't dig the card out of the pocket of my jeans while Pat went into his room. Dave 
and Tay entered one room together. Then | knocked on Nate's door very softly. It immediately opened. Had he 
been waiting for me? 

"Hey." | mumbled. 

"Hey." 

"Are we gonna talk about what's going on or just fucking ignore each other?" 


"| don't know what's going on. | mean, you tell me. What is going on?" He stood with arms crossed over his 


chest. 


| swallowed hard. "| don't know either. | know we were kidding around the other night and now shit is weird. We 


were kidding, right?" 

"Yeah. Yeah, | was, anyway." 

| wasn't. | thought of nothing else but the way his skin felt under my fingers and the way his eyes could bore 
holes right through me and the way his hands felt smoothing my hair. But it was the way his lips seemingly 
ached for my kiss that started a fire deep down in the pit of my stomach. Why the fuck were you even 
thinking about this, Shiflett? You have a wife and family at home. 


| sighed and ran my hands through my hair. "Okay. | guess l'm gonna go get a shower and go to sleep. Good 
night, Nate." 


"Good night, Chris." 


| turned toward the door. My hand reached for the knob and stopped mid-reach. "Natie?" | whispered without 
turning. 


"Yeah?" There was still an edge in his tone of voice. 


"Nothing. See ya tomorrow." | stepped out the door and when it closed, | leaned against it and pressed the heels 
of my hands against my eyes. 


Three 


| slowly shuffled down the hall toward my room, willing Nate's door to open, silently praying he'd call me back if 
only just to hang out with him tonight. It was making me crazy, not knowing what he was thinking, not knowing 
why he just chose to act so cold and distant. 


| took a long, hot shower to ease my aching body. Standing under the constant stream of water felt good. As | 
let it pour over my head, | closed my eyes and | saw Nate. Flashes of memories of him passed through my 
mind. Nate laying beside me in bed, gazing at me with his piercing eyes, Nate sitting on the edge of the bed 
beside me, smiling down at me. | felt his arms encircle me again, his mouth on my ear. These images flooded 
my thoughts and | let my fingers curl around me and start stroking slowly. In my mind, | saw his smile again, 
his red hair and blue eyes, his hands playing his bass guitar and that sliver of skin | coveted the other night 
that | was positive would taste delicious. | had to prop myself up with one hand against the tiled shower wall as 
| came with a loud grunt. My mind was screaming Nate's name but | refused to let it pour out of my mouth, 
as if that was somehow an admission to what | was thinking. Slumped over and trembling, | let the hot water 


pour over me some more. 


| was fucked up. | just jerked off thinking of Nate. Was there any way to turn back from this now? | laid awake 
all night, feeling guilty over what I'd done. How would Nate feel if he knew | had done that? How would Cara feel 
if she knew | wanted to be with Nate? 


Around six-thirty, | gave up the ghost and decided to take a walk around the block, maybe find a coffee shop. | 
stepped out onto the street and realized it was much cooler than | anticipated for September, even in New 
York. | turned the collar up on my sweater and wrapped my arms around my chest and randomly picked a 
direction in which to walk. My brain was torturing me with thoughts of the boys, of Cara, of Nate, of Taylor. 
Wait, Taylor? He was joking, he and Dave aren't doing anything. And even if they are, that's their business. | 


have my own problems. 


When | reached the corner, | turned down the block and found a Starbucks. Ah, coffee, warmth. Awesome. The 
line inside the coffee shop was ten people deep. | sighed. It never fails. | waited patiently at the end of the line. 
And I'll be goddamned if Nate didn't just reach for his coffee. I'd know that hand anywhere. He stepped out 
from in front of the line. He had his glasses on and a navy blue sweater and jeans. | held my breath, willing him 


to turn around and spot me. Come on, Nate, look at me. Please. 


He walked around the side of the counter, to a table in the corner. | saw he had his Ipad tucked under his arm. 
This was not a typical morning of his. | knew him to sleep until the last possible minute. What the fuck is he 
doing up this early? Same as me? | wondered and hoped. Maybe if | stared, he'll feel me and look up. Instead he 
buried his face in his Ipad. | watched him as | moved up in the line. After | got my coffee and my blueberry 
scone, | debated Walk away or walk over to him. | decided to walk away. We definitely needed to talk but 
probably not in a Starbucks in New York City. 


| took one step toward the door when | heard my name. 


Nate. Did he know | was there the whole time? | turned back to him. 
"Hi" | said like a moron. 
"Sit with me." 


| walked over to his table and set my coffee down to pull out the chair. "Did you know | was here the whole 


time?" 


He nodded and | saw a smile play on his lips, although he wouldn't allow it to bloom. "I saw your reflection in 


the glass when you came in" 

"Ah. What are you doing up this early?" 

He shrugged. "Just couldn't sleep. Why are you up this early?" 

"Same. | miss hanging out with you." | said as | stared at my coffee cup. 

"Me too. We probably overreacted. We were just fooling around, no reason to get freaked out. I'm sorry, Chris." 


"Me too." | smiled even though my heart was torn in two. Just fooling around, no reason to get freaked out. No 


reason to jerk off to thoughts of you, Nate. No, none at all 


We fell into a forced sense of easiness after a while. He resumed one of his favorite past times, reading me 
news stories and then making fun of them. | ate and drank my coffee, making the obligatory ‘uh huhs' and ‘oh 
yeahs? in the appropriate pauses in Nate's dialogue. 


It was after eight o'clock when we headed back to the hotel together. At his door, he asked if | wanted to 
come in. | beamed at him and said yes. We kicked off our shoes and laid on the bed, watching TV. 


Everything appeared back to normal. Me and Nate, inseparable again. You couldn't tell, from the outside, that 


my stomach was in knots and my heart was torn into two very large, very painful pieces. 


Four 


Next stop: Boston | liked Boston. | liked the friendliness of the people, the history of the city. This was one of 
my favorite stops. In the past, Nate and | would spend an afternoon wandering around. As we got off the plane, 
| really hoped he planned on continuing the tradition 

We checked into our rooms and | dropped my bags and immediately went to Nate's door. 

"We gonna go explore like we usually do?" | asked, the hope very evident in my voice. 


"Yeah, we can do that. Give me a second, okay?" 


“Sure, sure." | was fidgeting with excitement. | watched as he stood in front of the bathroom mirror and took 
his glasses off and put his contacts in. 


"I like it when you wear your glasses." | told him with a smile. 
"You do? Why, do | look distinguished?" 


"Yes, very sexy." | was taking chances here, he could get freaked out again and withdraw but | was curious to 
see how far | could go. 


His eyes flicked up to mine with a look of panic. | tried to smile it away. 
"Come on, you hungry?" 
"Yeah, kind of." He replied. | noted the slight crack in his voice. 


We walked out of the Four Seasons and headed east on Boyleton Street. This was our normal path. We liked 


walking along the park and loved the Thai vegan restaurant that was a few blocks away. 
"Hts cold, huh?" | commented as | zipped up my hoodie. 

"Yeah, wish | remembered my hat 

"Can't wait to get home to the sunshine.” 

"Yeah. But | love Boston If | had to leave California, I'd come here" 

"You would?" 


"Yeah, | just love everything about Boston, except the weather." 


"L am glad you don't have to leave California. Visiting you would be a bitch." 

"You'd visit me, Shiflett?" There it was! His flirtatious grin was back. 

| smiled. "If you'd have me." 

"Of course | would" He replied as he put his arm around my neck. 

| sighed a huge sigh of relief. My Nate was finally back. | put my arm around his back 
It was after eight when we returned to the hotel. At Nate's door, | hesitated. 


"Come on. You're gonna come in, right? We can find a movie or something. Maybe call down for some beer." He 


had a couple with dinner. | didn't object at all to him having a couple more. 

"Okay, sure. Sounds good. Let me just drop this bag in my room. I'll be right back." 

| lectured myself the entire walk to my room and back about behaving. For Nate's sake and for my wife's sake, 
| had to let this thing go. But he was back, he was laughing and smiling and chatting and ..flirting. Right, so don't 
fuck it up again. 

Nate's door was ajar, a magazine stuffed between the door and the lock. | removed it and let the door close 
behind me. | found Nate in the bedroom, stretched out on his stomach on the bed, facing the TV that sat on 
the chest of drawers. His legs were bent at the knees, feet up in the air. He held his head up on one elbow. 
"New movie or old movie?" 

"Old" 

“American Beauty, Braveheart or LA. Confidential?" 

"You pick. l'm fine with any of those." | took my hoodie off and kicked off my shoes. | laid down next to Nate. 

He picked LA. Confidential. One of the sexiest movies | ever saw. Perfect. As the movie dragged on and on, | 
was becoming more and more distracted by the gentle rise and fall of Nate's back as he breathed. | could 
smell him, a ridiculously delicious mixture of fabric softener, deodorant and something sweet, like honey. 

Like a I2 year old girl, | got up and went to use the bathroom when the bedroom scene was on. In the 
bathroom, | splashed cold water on my face. Hold it together, Shiflett. You're gonna fuck everything up again. 


Just keep it in your pants, for fuck's sake. 


| opened the door and jumped. "Shit!" 


"Sorry, | was just gonna check on you. You okay?" Nate was standing at the door. 

"Yeah, fine. Why?" 

"| don't know. You seem fidgety." 

"Nope, I'm fine. Fine." 

"Good." He said cautiously. He stared into my eyes. 

"Nate .." | muttered. 

"I kissed you." He said softly, lowering his gaze. 

"What?" 

"That day in New York. | kissed you to wake you up." 

My mouth fell open. "Then why ..2" 

"Because! Because it's wrong, feeling like this. You have a wife and you're a dude and .. I'm going fucking crazy!" 
"You're not crazy." Was all | could muster. | was churning inside. It was one thing to pine away for him. At least 
that was all | had to feel guilty about. Now that he as telling me he felt the same, there was the possibility 
for a whole lot more to feel guilty about. 

‘I'm really sorry, Chris." 

"For what?" 

"For feeling this way. For making you uncomfortable." 


He didn't realize .. He had no idea how | felt. | could tell him. If | told him, | could lay him down on the bed and 
make love to him. Instead, this came out of my mouth: "It's not a big deal, buddy." 


He smiled weakly and looked deflated, turning away. 
Aw, fuck. | ran my hands through my hair and sighed. "Nate?" 
"What?" | heard the edge in his voice again. 


"It is a big deal. | lied to you just now." 


"Oh. | understand. We don't have to hang out anymore if it makes you feel uncomfortable." 
| huffed. "You're an idiot." 
"I know! | said | was sorry, can you please stop making it worse?" 


| reached for his hand. "Fucking idiot. Come here." And | pulled him into a hug and kissed his surprised mouth. 


Five 


Author's Notes: 
I've introduced real family members. Discontinue reading if that squicks you. 


| held him in my arms and walked us back into the bedroom, flopping down onto the bed. All the while, we were 
kissing and exploring each other bodies with our hands. Nate lay on his back underneath me with my chest 
pressed against his and one of my knees between his thighs. My fingers raked through his gorgeous hair as 
we continued kissing. The way his tongue wrestled against mine made my stomach tighten. My knee pushed 
further against his crotch and caused Nate to whimper. | grinned against his mouth. 


"Mmm, whimper for me again. It turns me on" | whispered. 

"Kiss me again. It turns me on" He replied with an adorably bashful smile. 

With fingertips tracing his jaw, | flicked my tongue across his parted lips, teasing him. 

He twitched and whimpered again | rewarded him by slowly sliding my tongue deep into his mouth while my lips 
gently massaged his. | felt his hands slide under my shirt and up my back. 


"Nate." | groaned. 


He held me tight as he rolled us so that | was under him now. | felt his knee push my thighs apart and his 
hands on my hips. He dipped his head into the crook of my neck and kissed me there. 


"Fuck" | was breathless as | pulled his shirt up and he sat up to pull it over his head. | took the opportunity to 
do the same. 


Nate immediately bent and started running his tongue over the tattoo on my stomach. "I've stared at this 


tattoo, imagining my Tongue on it, a million times." 


‘I've imagined your tongue on me a million times, too. Only in my fantasy, you were a bit lower." | picked up my 


head to grin at him. 


"Here?" He pressed the heel of his hand against my jeans, the thin layer of denim the only thing between his 


hand and my growing erection. 


| bit my lip to suppress the moan that threatened to slip free. Nate unbuckled my belt and unfastened the 
button on my pants. Then he teasingly pulled the zipper down. 


"Oh God. Stop fucking teasing me!" 


He laughed softly. "Just savoring the moment." 

His fingers slid into my jeans and brushed against my dick, sending shock waves to every single nerve ending in 
my body. My hips bucked and | grunted. Nate pulled my jeans off my hips, fully exposing me now. A tiny gasp 
escaped his lips as his fingers curled around me. Very slowly, he began to stroke me and kiss my tattoos again. 
My fingertips tickled a trail down his back to the waist of his cargo pants. 

"Take these off." | said to him. 

| whimpered a protest, though, when he abandoned his stroking to stand up and remove his pants. 


"Oh, settle down, Shiflett.” He smirked. 


| watched him as his hands froze on the fly of his pants. His eyes darted up and down my body and then met 
my gaze. | knew what he was thinking and had to look away. 


"Chris." 
"Hts okay, hon | know .." Shit 

"| want this more than you know but you're not, you can't, | mean „you're married, Chris’ 
"| know" 


"Do you also know that if you did this with me and then just went back to that life, you'd break my heart? So 


we can't, ever. Nothing, It's too complicated" 

‘Complicated doesn't make it wrong," 

He reached for my left hand and held it up. "No, but this does." 

| let my head drop back onto the mattress with a frustrated sigh. 

‘lm sorry." He said quietly. 

| reached for my jeans and pulled them back up. Then | pulled him down onto the bed next to me. 


"There's nothing for you to be sorry about. You're a good man, Nate. I'm the asshole here, not you. You're 
right, I'm married and you don't deserve that." 


If you should ever find yourself unmarried, you know where to find me." He smiled and squeezed my thigh. 


"Indeed. Now, how bout a handy?" | grinned. 

He punched me in the ribs. 

We were back home for about two weeks. For the rest of the tour, Nate and | were at peace. | knew how he 
felt, he knew how | felt. We were able to hang out together and, aside from the occasional kiss and grope, we 
kept it in our pants. It was hard being around Cara, however. Each time she reached for me, | imagined Nate. 
Each time we argued about something, which was becoming increasingly more frequent, | imagined Nate. 
"What's going on with you?" She asked one evening, after the boys had gone to bed. 

"Nothing." 

"You've been distant and irritable since you've been home. Did something happen while you were away?" 


"No. Nothing's wrong, Cara. Stop nagging." | grumbled. "I'm going downstairs." 


| had a tiny studio downstairs where | would hide from family life sometimes. This was one of those times. | 


picked up my phone and shoved it in my pocket as | started to walk away from her. 


"Chris, I'm not stupid. You take as much time as you need, but | expect you to tell me what's going on in your 


head." 

"Uh huh." 

What was going on in your head, Shiflett? | thought of nothing but him lately. His smile, his kiss, his body, the 
way his hair felt under my hands. The way he refused me and told me | would break his heart made my own 


heart ache. 


| was sitting in a chair, staring into space, locked in my sanctuary when my phone started ringing. It was my 
mother. 


"Hey, Mom" 
"Chris! Chris, | need you! Your father .." 
"Mom? What? Is something wrong with Dad?" 


"He had a stroke, Chris. Please come home, now. | need you." 


Six 


| barely remember running up the steps and telling Cara before | was out the door and in the car. | was too 


late, though. He was gone. My brother held my mother in his arms as she sobbed. | stood there helplessly. 


| called Cara to come and help Scott's wife, Beth, with my Mom while Scott and | tried to make arrangements. 
We sat at the kitchen table, trying to make sense of the box of documents Mom handed us. | leaned back in 
the chair and raked my fingers through my hair. | picked up the bottle of Jack Scott and | were sharing and 


took a long swallow. Cara came swarming in and gave me a reproachful stare. 
"Chris, eat something if you're gonna be drinking like that." 


| glared at her and then turned to Scott. "I can't make heads or tails of this shit. | need some air. Tell her | 


went for a quick drive." 


"Chris. You know she's gonna freak out cause you been drinking.” 
"Too fucking bad" 


| got in the car and just drove. | got on the freeway and sped down the left lane, pushing the speedometer 
past 90 miles per hour. It felt good. It felt like release. | saw the exit for a familiar part of town and quickly 
veered off down the ramp. Turning the ignition off in a 1-Eleven parking lot, | leaned my forehead against the 
steering wheel and sobbed. My fucking phone ringing startled me. It was Cara. | opened the window and threw it 
across the lot, watching it smash into several small pieces. It was in that moment of pure sorrow and rage 
that it became clear to me what | wanted. Indeed, what | needed. | needed Nate. | needed his reassuring smile, 


his strong embrace. | needed his love. 

| found myself standing on his front stoop, ringing his doorbell. The anxiety and pain of the day caught up with 
me and | broke down again. Leaning a hand on the door frame, my head hung low with tears splashing down on 
the red bricks. The door opened and | picked my head up. Nate looked at me with fear and panic in his beautiful 
blue eyes. 


"Chris? What's wrong? Cara? The boys?" 


| fell into his arms. My tears spilled onto the shoulder of the plaid shirt he was wearing. | rested my head 
against him, pressing my lips to his neck. 


"Nate, | need you. | don't care about anything else. | need you." 


‘I'm here. I'm right here, baby. Tell me what happened" His voice was so soothing as | felt his hands rubbing 


my back. He pulled me into the house and closed the door, never breaking his embrace. 


"My Dad died last night." And clutched him tighter. 

"Oh God, Chris! I'm so sorry. How?" 

"Stroke. | was at their house, trying to help Scott with arrangements, you know, funeral and shit. Cara was 
there too. And | just looked at her and had to get away. Away from her, my mother, everything. | started 
driving and thought of you. And well, here | ar." 


"Aw, baby. I'm so sorry. What can | do to help?" 


| slipped my hands under his shirt and dug my fingers into the warm, smooth skin on his lower back. "Make 
love to me?" | whispered in his ear. 


"Oh Chris." He groaned 

"Please, Natie. | need you now’ 

"| can't. | cant do that with you" 

"Yes, you can | want you. Please." | begged him, letting my lips and tongue brush against his neck 

"Chris, | can't. Anything else and | swear its yours, but please don't ask me to do that with you" 

“Why? Why, Nate? l'm yours. Since Boston, Ive been all yours. | don't want anything else but you" 

"You have no idea what you're saying. | know you're hurt and drunk but you don't mean this. You have Cara" 


| pulled away from him, frustrated and angry. "Fuck Caral And fuck you! | fucking need you and you're telling 


me what | mean and don't mean. | know exactly what | mean. | fucking love you, goddammit. | want you." 
He gently pulled me back into his hug and | found myself sobbing once more. 


"Shhh." He hushed me softly. His hand ran through my hair so lovingly. "Come with me." And he took my hand 


and led me up the stairs to his bedroom. 
When he closed the door, | immediately started yanking my clothes off. 
He turned back to me and said, "No, don't do that, love. Not yet. Just sit down" 


| did as he told me and watched him kneel in front of me and take my shoes off my feet. He stood up and 
started to unbutton his shirt. When | reached for him, he took a step back. 


"Not yet, baby." 


| groaned, "Please." 


After he let his shirt fall to the floor, he pushed me back on the bed and laid down next to me. | turned on 
my side Toward him and he wrapped his arms around me. | pulled him closer, pressing my face against his 
bare chest. His fingertips traced lines up and down my back. Soon his chest was soaked with my tears again 
and | began licking them off of him. A soft, tortured moan escaped him and | felt sure he would eventually 
stop me. | tried to get in all | could before he did that though. | pushed him onto his back and climbed on top 
of him, devouring his chest and neck and finally seizing his mouth. | pinned his hands against the bed above his 
head as | kissed him roughly. My pelvis was grinding against his and my breathing was becoming ripped 
grunting. Nate laid under me, passive and still, allowing me access to whatever part of him | wanted. | realized 


he wasn't doing this with me, he was simply letting me do this to him. That's not what | wanted. 


"Nate." | grumbled. "Please don't let me do this to you. | want it with you. | want your hands on my body, 


enjoying me, making love with me." 
"You need release, baby. Get it out, use me." 


| lifted myself on one hand and snaked the other down his chest and stomach, gazing into his eyes as | slid 
fingers into his jeans and roughly took hold of his dick. His steady gaze was expressionless and disconnected. 


| collapsed against his chest. "| can't. | want to feel you with me, every step of the way." 

"Then let's take our time. I'm not going anywhere but I'm not gonna rush this, either. You're grieving, Chris. 
This isn't the right time. Let me help you through this and then we'll see. Just close your eyes and get some 
rest right now, okay?" 


He rolled us so that he was spooning me and wrapped his arms around my waist. "I'm right here and | promise 


not to leave you" He whispered. 
"Nate?" 

"Yeah, baby?" 

"| meant it. | do love you" 


"| know. | love you, too." 
M 


Seven 


"He's where?!" Cara's shriek stirred me. | rolled onto my back and slowly opened my eyes. Where the fuck was 
1? A big, soft bed with rich, chocolate brown sheets and fluffy comforter. Not home. Think, Shiflett. | couldn't, 
thinking hurt. 

Cara barged in the room, her nostrils flared, daggers in her eyes. Nate trailed behind her. 


"What the fuck, Chris?" She screamed at me. 


Realization slowly sunk in. This was Nate's bed. | spent the day in Nate's bed. Did we fuck? | tried to 


surreptitiously check if | had clothes on. | felt my shorts around my waist. 
"Cara, | need a minute. Meet you downstairs." | muttered. 


"You need a minute? Are you fucking kidding me? You just up and left" She screamed at me. "Answer your 


goddamn phone!" 
"| threw it away. Go, goddamn it!" | growled at her. 

She huffed and stormed out of the room. Nate stood there, a shocked look on his face. 

"Im sorry, Nate. So sorry about that" 

"She just showed up. | didn't know what to do. You gotta tell her, Chris." 

"| know. | will. Thank you so much!" 

"lI come to the funeral. Let me know when and where. Go, before she comes back" He kissed my cheek 


| drove my car back to my mother's house where | had to apologize to her and Beth. Scott didn't care, he got 


wasted on the remainder of the Jack Daniels. 


"I know you're grieving, Chris. You and your brother. But we had no idea where you went or what happened to 


you." 


‘lm sorry, Mom." And | hugged her. 


The funeral was the following day. All of the Foo Fighters came with their families. | was touched and 
overwhelmed by their support. Nate kept an eye on me, giving me his smile whenever | sought one out. | 
wanted so badly to touch him and kiss him. Instead, | had Cara at my side, glaring at me. The tension between 
us felt like she knew something was going on. | needed to tell her. Shit. 


After the funeral, | brought Cara back to our house. Her parents still had the boys so the house was empty. 
Now was the time. We stood in the kitchen, on opposite sides of the island. | sighed and raked a hand through 
my hair. 


"Cara, | have to tell you something. | want -" 


She cut me off. "Don't you dare say divorce. Don't you fucking dare! You came back here from that tour 


different, | knew it. So you met someone else. You've been fucking around on me." 


| have not been fucking around on you. I've never fucked anybody else since | married you. But, um, oh, fuck .. 


there is someone else | want to be with." 

"Who the fuck is it? Let me find the fucking whore who's destroying my family!" 
‘It's no whore. Don't say that." 

"Who is she, Chris?" 

| swallowed hard. "It's, it's, its „fuck. It's not a she." | said slowly. 

"What? What the hell are you talking about?" 

"Cara, l'm in love with -" 


"Nate." She said quietly. "| should have known. Finding you at his house, the way the two of you looked at each 
other all day." 


| placed my hands flat against the stone counter top and hung my head. "I never meant to hurt you. It just 
happened" | sounded like a total dick. "I feel like a better version of myself when I'm with him." 


"What about the boys, Chris?" She sighed. 

"ll do whatever you want me to but | definitely want them as much as possible." 

"Are you going to live together?" 

| don't know, Cara. He refused to do anything, make any plans or anything until | talked to you." 
"He's a good man, you know," She rolled her eyes and sighed. "For a home wrecker. 


| smiled. She started to giggle. We both laughed. It was the first time | felt like myself around her since we 


came home. 


"Why aren't you pissed at me anymore?" 


"Because | thought you were fucking another woman | thought yesterday that he was covering for you. He 


was actually taking care of you, huh?" 
| nodded 

"He loves you, too" 

Again, | nodded. 


"You guys love each other more than you and | have loved each other in a long time.” She sniffled and turned 


away from me. "We'll have to figure out how to tell the kids." 

"I know. I'm so sorry.’ 

"Well, at least you're not leaving me for some stupid whore. Just Ned." 

| rounded the island and pulled her into my arms. "You're a good wife and mother.” 

"Go, Chris. Go on. | love you, but get the fuck out of my house." She smirked. 

| stood on his stoop again, this time with a bag over my shoulder and a grin on my face. When he opened the 
door, | dropped the bag and flung myself into his arms. | held his face between my hands and kissed his mouth, 
pushing my tongue past his lips. He pushed the door closed with one hand while the other wrapped around my 
back. He pulled me with him as he tried to walk us back toward the sofa in the living room. But he stumbled 
and we landed on the floor. 

| laughed and smiled at him. "God, it feels so good to really be with you finally." 

"Patience pays off, | told you." 


"Well, not quite yet" | replied, giving him my best, seductive grin 


"Ohh!" 


| was fucking giddy. Nate was mine. | was his. | wanted to feel his body wrapped around mine. | straddled his 
thighs and gripped the collar of his shirt in both my hands and ripped it open. Buttons scattered, making tic- 
tac noises as they danced across the hardwood floor. 

Nate gasped. "I love this shirt!" 

"IIl get you a new one." | murmured against his chest. | laid light, fluttery kisses along his collarbone. My 
Tongue ran across his throat as | slid my hands up his sides, onto his shoulders, slipping the sleeves of his 
shirt down his arms. 

"Will you make love to me now?" | whispered. 

"Fuck, yes!" 

The smile on my face was enormous. "Oh, God, | love youl" 

"Can you love me on something softer? This floor is hard as shit." 

"So am |" | replied and flicked my eyebrows up suggestively. 

He pushed me off of him and stood up. He led me up to his bedroom again. 

| pulled my shirt over my head and quickly unbuckled my belt, yanking my jeans down off my hips. 

"Shh. Slow down, baby. We have all night." Nate covered my hands with his to slow me down. 


"Oh Christ, Nate. | need this." 


"And you'll get it. Be patient. I'll make it worth your while, | promise." His voice dropped into a whisper as he 
leaned closer and gently kissed my jaw, directly beneath my ear. 


A low moan got caught in my throat when | felt his hands against my chest. He pushed me down onto the bed 
and covered me with his body. He continued kissing me and his fingers tickled my ribs. 


"Oh, God!" 


He slid his hand up into my hair and gently raked his fingers through it as his tongue traced over my tattoos. 
| could feel his erection as he slowly began to grind his pelvis against me. | closed my eyes and sighed. 


"Chris." He whispered my name. 


"Yeah, baby?" 

‘Ive waited for this for so long." By the sound of his voice, | knew he was drawing up toward my face. 

| opened my eyes and met his. "So have |. Come here." And | pulled him down into a kiss. 

| felt one of his hands slid between us, down to my jeans and inside them. His fingers danced lightly across my 
pelvis before skimming against my dick. His mouth was on my ear now, sucking the lobe between his lips, his 
tongue flicking it and swirling around it. 

"Fuck me." | groaned. 

"Is that what you want?" He whispered, his warm breath on my skin 

"Yes! God, yes!" 

"We'll see." He teased 

He slid down my body and pulled my pants completely off, along with my shorts. | lifted my head to watch as 
he nervously flicked his eyes from my dick up to my face. He was so fucking adorable. | smiled and nodded, 


giving him encouragement. The smile he gave me in return was full of mischief. What was he thinking? 


| didn't have to wait long to find out. Very abruptly, he flipped me onto my stomach, his hands gripped my 
hips. 


"Nate!" 

He laughed softly against my ass cheek, his teeth grazed my skin. | turned to watch him over my shoulder and 
our eyes locked for a moment right before he pushed his tongue against my entrance. My entire body 
shuddered as he continued to lick me. 

| could feel the knot tightening. If he kept this up, | was going to end up coming all over his nice, fluffy 
comforter. 

"Natie, | can't..l'm, oh Godl l'm going to come." 

"Hmm.. we have to slow down then" He replied as he withdrew. 


"Fuck!" | grumbled. 


He laid down on the bed beside me and | turned on my side to face him. He laughed at me. "Baby, you look like 


you're in pain" 


"| am in pain! Stop fucking torturing me!" 


"Aw, lim not. We've just waited for so long, | didn't think you'd want it to be over so quickly." 
"Who said we only had one shot here?" | grinned. 
"Ohh!" He managed right before | seized his mouth. 


We had, in fact, three shots that night. Mr. Patience was close to slipping into a coma after the third time so | 
figured | better ease up on him. | curled my body around his and held him tight. 


"I love you, Nate." | whispered, kissing him behind his ear. 
"L.I had no fucking clue..you..damn" 

| laughed. "Too much?" 

"Way too fucking much. But I'll take it. | love you, too." 
"Sweet dreams." 


"lm too goddamn exhausted to dream." 


Someone was kissing my shoulder. Someone had their arms around me. | inhaled deeply and smelled my Nate. | 


let out a long, contented sigh and stretched. 

"Good morning." He whispered. 

"Good morning." | rolled over to face him. 

He smiled as | put my hand against his cheek 

"Do you have any idea how adorable you are?" | asked him. 
"Yep" 

"And so modest, too." 

"You love it" 


"| do. Very much." 


He kissed my forehead and then got out of bed. "I'm gonna shower, care to join me?" 


| scrambled, tangled up in the sheets. | couldn't get out of the bed fast enough. Hell yeah, | wanted to join him! 


Nine 


Nate made coffee and toast with strawberry jam. We sat on his patio, eating. | watched him from the corner 


of my eye. 

"What?" He asked. "I can feel your eyes on me." 
"| was just thinking.” 

"What were you thinking?" 


“Several things, actually. Firstly, | can't believe how amazing it felt to have you inside of me. Secondly, more 


Tonight. Thirdly, | don't have a place to live." 


Nate put his mug down and gave me a level stare. "Firstly, being inside of you felt fucking amazing. Secondly, 


agreed. Thirdly, as long as you love me, you have a home." 


"Home." | repeated with a smile. | reached across and touched my fingers to his cheek. "I am home." 


Cara and | decided that we'd tell the boys we were splitting up and that ‘for now, | would be living with Uncle 
Nate and that they could come and visit any time they wanted. We officially/ unofficially agreed to every 
other weekend for now, until we saw lawyers. Somehow, knowing | was just a short trip away at their favorite 


uncle's made things a lot easier on the boys. 
Nate helped me move a lot of my things over to his house. My things consisted mainly of my clothes and 
equipment. Moving it didn't take very long. | had to leave a lot of my equipment in his garage but he made 


room in his closet and cleaned out a chest of drawers for my clothes. 


| was putting the last of the boxes away when | realized the enormity of what was happening here. | sat down 
on the floor and quickly wiped away the tears forming in my eyes. 


"Hey." Nate said from the doorway. "What's the matter, babe?" 
| smiled, embarrassed. "Nothing. Well, everything. | don't know." 


He sat down next to me and put an arm around my shoulders. "Do you know why | never got married or had a 


family?" 


| looked at him, confused over where he was going here. 


"| never got married or had kids because | always wanted to be independent. Free to tour for 2 years straight 
or move to Los Angeles or whatever the fuck | wanted. If | wanted to stay out until six in the morning, 
recording a new record, | could | had no one to answer to. And then you came along. That's when | knew | was 


fucked, when | started imagining playing house with you. | don't want independence anymore now that | have 


you." 


| swallowed the lump in my throat and a small laugh burst from my mouth. "Nate." 


He pulled my head toward his and pressed his forehead against mine. "I love you and | want you here. And the 
boys. | want them here too. Trust me, okay?" And then he pressed his lips to mine. 


| dropped the shirt | was holding and took his face in my hands. | parted my lips and urged his mouth open so 
that my tongue could plunge deep inside, lapping at him, tasting him. Never breaking the kiss, we rolled and 
wrestled on the floor. Nate had me pinned on my back, my arms were trapped under his knees as he straddled 
me. He pressed his palms against my chest, grinning down at me. 

"I win" He said triumphantly. 

| smirked, shaking my head. "You sure about that?" 

His grin faltered. | took the opportunity to wiggle my arms out from under his knees and grabbed him at the 
waist and rolled. And then | was on top of him, laughing. | took his hands and raised them over his head and 
leaned down to kiss him. 

"How are we always on the floor, Shiflett?" 

"Because l'm an impatient bastard." 


"Ah, that's it. You know, the bed is like five feet away." 


"Don't care." | replied as | sat up and pulled my shirt over my head. Then, as | leaned down to kiss him again, | 


stretched my legs down the length of him, pushing his thighs open with a knee. 
| laid on my back, on the hardwood floor, panting, "You're right. This floor sucks. 
"What are you complaining about? You were on top of me the whole time” 

"Oh yeah | giggled and laid a hand on his thigh. 

"Fuck | didn't realize loving you would be so hard on me." He grumbled 


| laughed harder now. 


"Laugh now, asshole. I'll get you back" 


| turned toward him and propped my head up on one elbow, my free hand rubbed his chest. "I can't fucking 


wait." 

He groaned as he stood up. "You're incorrigible." 

"You love it" 

He threw me a look over his shoulder as he moved toward the bathroom. 


"He loves it." | said out loud as | followed him. 


Nate asked Dave and Tay and Pat over for dinner so we could let them know. He was nervous about it. 
"Why are you nervous, babe? They're not gonna care." 


"I know. It's just that, aside from Cara, nobody knows. It was rice, living in our little bubble for a while, you 


know?" 


"It was nice. And we still have that. We can shut the world out whenever we want. But it will also be nice to be 


able to be ourselves with our friends." 

| gave the back of his neck a gentle squeeze and kissed him. 
"How'd you get so smart?" 

"Ah, baby. From hanging out with you, obviously.” 


We purposely led them through the garage, into the house. The hope was that they'd see all my stuff in there 
and gain an understanding. They didn't. Or at least, they didn't ask. 


"This is kind of cool. We don't get over to to the Mendel residence too often. What's the occasion?" 
Dave asked as we settled around the table on the patio. 


"We just thought itd be nice to get together." Nate replied 
"Did you say 'we'?" Tay eyed me suspiciously. 


"Um, yeah. We." 


"Do you have a mouse in your pocket, Mendel? Who are you talking about?" 

"Me. He means me. | live here with him now. Cara and | are getting divorced." 

"Oh! Oh, wow. That sucks, Chris. How are you holding up? How long are you gonna be here, are you gonna find a 
place of your own? What about the boys?" Questions came from every angle. Nate and | gave each other 


worried glances. 


‘Okay, full disclosure time." | began. "Um, when we were in New York, something happened. Nate and | got weird. 


| don't mean freaky weird, like we fucked a zebra in Tijuana 

"| told you that's a liel" Taylor exclaimed. 

| smirked at him. "I just mean things happened between us and we freaked out. By the time we arrived in 
Boston, we realized whatever was going on was real. | am, head over heels, in love with this nerdy little fuck. So 
after my Dad passed away, | realized that | don't want to miss out on one second of happiness with him. And | 
hope he feels the same way." | said and turned to Nate with a smile. 

"I do." He replied. And the way he gazed at me made me forget there were three other people at the table. 

| was leaning into him when | heard Dave clear his throat. | straightened up, blushing. 

"Well" Dave said. “That's cool. | hope you guys will be happy.” 

"Thanks. So you're not worried about it?" Nate asked, 

"Why would | be? Has fucking Shiflett made you forget how play?" 

"Well." Natie smirked. "It is that fucking good." 


| smiled, flicking my eyebrows up in surprise. 


"Okay, then What's for dinner?" 


Ten 


Later, after our friends went home, | was standing next to Nate in the kitchen, drying dishes, when he hip 
checked me. "That went well, right?" He asked, not looking up from the sink. 


‘Of course it went well. They're our friends, babe." 

"We should have asked them if they were fucking. I'm dying to know!" 
"You could always ask Dave for tips." | said with a smirk. 

This time, he did look up. "Do | need to?" He looked hurt. 


"Oh! Babe, | was just teasing!" | wrapped the towel around the back of his neck and drew him toward me. "Come 
here." | kissed his mouth, drawing his bottom lip between mine and nibbling it softly. 


He slid his wet hands under my shirt, fingers tickling my ribs. 
"Ah! Oh, Natie! It's wet!" | twitched and tried to wiggle away from him. 
“That's what you get.” 


"Its like that?" | let the towel drop and gripped his upper arms, forcing his stomach against the counter. | 
pinned him there with my body, sliding my hands under his shirt and up his chest. 


"Ah, Chris!" He groaned. 


| pushed his shirt up, over his shoulders and head, seized the back of his neck in my mouth, kissing him and 
feeling his skin come alive under my touch. | worked my mouth down his spine, licking and nibbling before | 
wound my arms around his waist and went to work on the button and fly of his shorts. | let them fall around 
his ankles and then pushed his boxers off, revealing his gorgeous, rounded ass. Falling to my knees behind him, | 
squeezed his ass in my hands just before | dipped my head low to lick him. His thighs began trembling as he 
whimpered. | slid my hands up the back of his legs. 


"Relax, baby. You're shaking." | said sarcastically. 
"Aw, fuck you. Don't stop." He replied, panting. 


| laughed under my breath. | turned him around and pulled his hips away from the counter, rubbing my cheek 


against his abdomen. "Natie" | sighed before | wrapped my fingers around him and drew him into my mouth. 


| parked the car in front of the garage and got out. Liam got out of the front seat and helped Dash out of his 
car seat while | pulled Riley out of his seat. First weekend at Uncle Nate's and they were excited as hell while | 
was freaking out. We arranged a bedroom for Liam to have by himself and another for Dash and Riley to 
share. Would they question why their father and uncle were sharing a room? And if they did, what would we 


say? | wasn't sure if | was ready for them to know that Nate and | were together. 


They ran ahead of me, into the house and | lagged behind, carrying bags of their stuff. Nate met them at the 
door and hugged them. 


"Hey, you guys! Good to see you! How are you?" 

‘Great, Uncle Nate. What are we doing this weekend?" 

"| dont know. What do you want to do?" 

"Uh, go surfing! 

"Surfing! | don't know how to surf!" 

"Daddy can teach youl" Dash exclaimed. 

| smiled at Nate. "| can" 

"Hal | don't know about that 

"Come on, Uncle Nate! It's easy" Liam nudged him forward 


So off to the beach we went. | let Nate off the hook, we didn't bring any boards. The boys played in the water 


while | rubbed lotion on Natie's pale skin while | was kneeled behind him. 

"You're gonna burn like a lobster, my pale little nerd" | told him. 

"Keep rubbing me like that, I'm already burning." He said under his breath. 

| gasped. "Mr. Mendel! My kids are right over there!" | pressed my groin against his back and stole a kiss. 
"Chris!" 

"You started it" 


"Sit next to me." He patted the blanket next to him. | settled down on my ass alongside him. "They are getting 
so big. Li is what? Eight now? Look at the way he helps Riley. You did good, Chris.” 


“That's all Cara. She's a great Mom." 
Nate gently ran a finger up my forearm. "Not all Cara. You're a great Dad." 
| bumped my shoulder against his. "Thanks, baby." 


After a few silent moments, | took his hand and pulled him to his feet. "Come on" | ran toward the water and 


picked up Riley in my arms, swinging him around. 


"Daddy!" He squealed as | waded deeper and deeper into the water. Riley wrapped his little arms around my 
neck, clinging to my chest. "Daddy, no!" 


"IFs okay, I've got you. Hold on" And | turned my back against the breaking waves. "See?" 
Nate waded in and stood in front of me, holding his arms out. 


"Look, Ri, there's Uncle Natie. Want him?" Riley turned around and reached for him. | swear | could have shed a 
tear, looking at him holding my son 


Liam and Dash ran around, playing in the water for hours. Riley fell asleep on the blanket between Nate and 
me, snuggled against Nate's side. 


"He really loves you." | said. 
"I love him. He's so sweet, like his father." Nate touched Riley's hair. 


It was after five when we called it a day. We brought the boys home and showered up. Then Nate and | made 
dinner. At night, the boys headed up to bed. | put Riley down around 8:00. Dash and Li lingered a while longer. 


"You guys gonna be okay? First night here and all?" 
"Yeah, Dad. Ri might wake up but I'll get him if | hear him" 

"Nah, you don't have to do that. lII listen for him. You're a good kid, Li. Goodnight" 
"Night Dad, Night Uncle Nate..oh, hey Dad?" 

"Yeah, man?" 

"Um, Dash doesn't know but | do. | get it. IFs cool” 


"Whoa What?" 


"| mean, you and Uncle Nate. It's okay" 
"How do you know, Li?" 

"There aren't any more bedrooms upstairs” 

| had to laugh. "How'd you get so smart, kid?" 

"Duh, Dad” 

| ruffled his hair and kissed his forehead. "You're a good kid. | love you" 


"| love you, too." And then he ran up the stairs. 
| turned to Nate. "Holy shit” 


Eleven 


Riley's crying woke me up around three o'clock. Nate was sprawled out on his stomach, his breathing flat and 
even. | slid out of the bed and hurried to the bedroom Ri and Dash were in. 


"Shh, baby. l'm here." | whispered to him. 
"Daddy!" 
| lifted him up from the crib. "What's the matter? Need a change?" 


He wrapped his arms tightly around my neck and sniffled. | changed him and brought him back to Nate's room 
with me. 


"Look, there's Uncle Natie. But he's asleep so we have to be quiet, okay?" | laid Ri between us and he snuggled 
against my side. | turned and curled around him. His little fingers gently poked Nate's side. | pulled them away. 


"Shh. He's sleeping, Riley. Come on, you close your eyes and go back to sleep." | gently ran my hand over his 


hair. 
He settled down and eventually fell back to sleep. And when | awoke next, he was snuggled against Nate, who 


had an arm wrapped around him. Riley was tucked under his chin. | heard the door creak open and found Dash 


in the doorway, a worried expression on his face. 

"Hey, kid. Whats the matter?" 

His lip trembled"! lost Riley, Dad" 

"Oh! No, honey, he's right here. Come here." 

Dash climbed into the bed next to me. 

"See? He was crying before so | went to get him." 

"Oh, okay." He yawned and scrunched down against me. "Hey Dad?" 
"Yeah?" 

"You and Uncle Nate have to share a room like me and Ri?" 


"Yeah, kind of" 


"You got one bed, like you and Mommy." 
"Yeah, this is Uncle Nate's bed. He had it before | got here." 
‘Its a good one" He said with a yawn. 


"It sure is, baby." | kissed his cheek 


Nate came with me when | returned the boys on Sunday evening. 
"Well, hello Nate." Cara said to him. 

He was sheepishly hiding behind me. "Hi Cara. How are you?" 
"Peachy, how are you?" 

"Good." 

"How were they?" 

| smiled. "Perfect. We did some good work there." 

"Yes, we did." 


"Li knows about me and Nate. That kid is eight going on twenty-eight. He's so smart. He figured it out because 


there was no bedroom left at Nate's house for me." 

"Okay, that's a little more information than | need, Chris." 

| lowered my gaze to the floor. "Sorry." 

"Guess I'll see you tomorrow at the lawyers. You're okay with everything, right?" 

"Yes, | am. | told you the house is yours and I'll pay the support. Just let me see them as much as | can" 


"Of course, babe. You're a wonderful father and they love you very much. They even love you, Nate. They're 


pretty stoked about having you around more." 
"I am, too. Thank you, Cara." 


"Hey, we're still all a family, right?" 


| smiled and hugged her. "You're pretty awesome, for a woman" 
"Oh, shut up. Get out of here." 

Nate was quiet in the car, looking out the side window. 

"What's wrong over there, baby?" | squeezed his knee. 


"| don't know. l'm just baffled. You gave up all of that just for me. Like, you had what most men kill for; a 


beautiful wife, a warm home with children's laughter. You're gonna miss it." 


"Nate, you're right. | had what most men kill for. But you should know | ain't most men. | didn't have what | 
would kill for. | didn't have you." 


He turned to look at me."Seriously?" 
"Seriously." 
He grinned like a fool"You're crazy." 


| laughed. "Maybe | am, Mendel, but you're the one | fell into. And you said yourself that you gave up 


something dear to you to be with me. Same thing. 

"Fair enough" 

At home, Nate went upstairs to take his contacts out. | stood in the doorway of the bathroom and watched 
"Stop watching me 

"Can't help it. You're so gorgeous” 


He rolled his eyes as he slid his glasses onto his face. He tried to edge past me and | put my arm across the 


space, my palm against the door frame. 
"Pay the toll" | said with a toothy grin. 
He sighed and kissed me. 

"That's not the toll. But thank you." 


"What's the toll?" 


| merely flicked my eyebrows up and down a couple times. 

"Now?" 

| nodded. "Your fault." 

"Why is it my fault that you're so goddamn horny all the time?" 

"Well, your beautiful hair, for starters." | grabbed his hips and pulled him against me. "Your eyes, the perfect 
shade of blue and green mixed together." | walked him across the room to the bed and laid him down on his 
back. "Hmm, let's see. These lips." | bent over him and kissed him. "Delicious, full pink lips always begging to be 
kissed and sucked and nibbled." 

He whimpered. "Ah, | get the point, Chris. It's my fault." 

| smiled against his mouth."'m still going to fuck you." 


He groaned. "God, Chris." 


"Still your fault for having a neck like this, demanding to be sucked" | made my way down his body, removing 


my clothes bit by bit as well as his. 


When we we completely naked, turned him onto his stomach and pulled his hips into the air, forcing him onto 


his knees. He was trembling. 

"Most of all," | whispered in his ear. "It's your fault because you are the most intelligent, kind-hearted, loyal, 
funny, beautiful person I've ever met and it would be my privilege to please you." | slid my hand softly over 
his ass. 

"Ah, Chris." He sighed. 

"We don't have to do this if you're not ready, baby." | started to withdraw from him. 


He wrapped his fingers around my wrist. "I'm ready. If you don't fuck me, that will be YOUR fault!" 


| smiled and kissed his temple as | ran my hand over his hair. "I love you, Nate." 


Twelve 


| was nervous as | sat at the gigantic, glass conference table. My lawyer, John, sat next to me. Cara and her 


lawyer, our friend Erin, sat next to her. 
"All of the terms set forth are agreeable to us, Erin. | think this is more less a formality at this point. Chris?" 


"Yes, agreed, except one thing. Cara, when l'm not on the road, I'd love to have the boys at some point during 


the week too" 

Cara stared at me. "And Nate is okay with this?" 

‘Very much. We thought maybe like every Wednesday?" 

"Sounds okay to me. Every Wednesday, except when you're away. And every other weekend” 

"Thank you" 

"Okay, add it. And then we just need signatures’ 

And that was it. | signed my portion Cara signed hers. And we were no longer man and wife. | met Cara at the 
end of the table and hugged her. ‘lim so thankful for everything you've ever been for me. | hope we'll always 
stay this way: 

"Despite it all, you're a good man Take care of him the way you took care of me and he'll be very happy.” 
‘Love you, kid" 

"| love you, too. See ya around” 

Nate wasn't home when | got back there, he'd already had a prior commitment. | shed my jacket and tie and 
began unbuttoning my shirt when | reached the bedroom. | stripped down to my shorts and flopped onto the 


bed. | pulled Natie's pillow against my chest as the inexplicable tears began to flow. 


| felt empty. Drained. | wanted to feel free, fulfilled and ready to start my life with the man with whom | was 


in love. Lingering sadness over the closed chapter of my life made me cry like a child. 


"Hey." | heard his soft whisper in my ear and felt his gentle, comforting hand on my head. "Hon, wake up. You 
okay?" 


| rolled over, onto my back and unwrapped my arms from his pillow. "Hey. What time is it?" 


"After six. Are you okay? How did it go?" 
‘It went well. I'm just a little sad, you know?" 


"Yeah, | can imagine." He scooted down next to me and put his arm over my stomach. "l, for one, am glad 


you're finally divorced now. | don't have to feel guilty about fucking you anymore." 


"Did you feel guilty? Even after making me wait?" | wound my arm around his shoulders and pulled him tighter 
into my side. 


"A bit. Not too much." 
"Good. | really love you, baby." | kissed the top of his head. 
‘| really love you, too." 


"I think maybe you're over dressed." | slipped my hand inside the collar of his shirt, running my thumb over 


his neck. 

"| agree. Let me change and then we can have dinner." 

"Hmm. That's not what | was talking about.” 

| know, but l'm starving." He kissed my lips and hopped off the bed. As was his habit when he got home , he 
took his contacts out and put his glasses on. He changed into a t-shirt and shorts. | slowly got up and threw 
on a t-shirt. 

| made simple pasta in garlic sauce with spinach and fresh mushrooms. 

"Thank you for cooking, Chris. You're quite good at it. | may keep you around." 

"So you're just using me cause you got hungry?" 

"Is that okay?" 

"Perfectly." 

‘I'd be eating cereal for dinner if you weren't here." 


"Then I'm happy to cook for you, love. Anytime." 


lm a lucky bastard" 


"Yes, you are." 

Nate sat in the corner of his gigantic sectional sofa with his feet up in the recliner section He held his iPad in 
one hand and me in his other. | was snuggled against his side, my arm casually across his lap. There was 
something on TV but neither of us paid attention Nate was reading me the news. This was my new chapter. | 
sighed happily as | closed my eyes. | felt his fingers playing with my hair. 

"The sound of your voice is soothing. It feels good tonight.” 

He kissed my forehead. "The sound of your voice makes my stomach tighten" 

"Oh, does it?" | grinned. "Let me read to you, then’ 

"No. We'd never leave this couch." 

"Mr. Mendel!" | gasped as | dipped my hand between his legs. 

And then he shocked the hell out of me when he tossed the iPad to the other side of the sofa and pulled me 
into his lap. He pulled me down into his kiss, holding my head in both hands. | could feel him stirring beneath me 
so | wiggled my ass against him. 

"Yes, Chris!" He groaned and wrapped his arms around my back and thrust his hips upward. 

"Mendel, were you holding back before?" 

"Maybe." 

"Oh, fuck mel" | squealed, delighted to know my little nerd had more up his sleeve. 

"Trust me. I'm going to." 

| wiped the sweat from my forehead and exhaled. 

"Damn, Natie" | was on my back, on the sofa with Nate on top of my chest. "You were holding back. That was.. 
holy fuck. | don't think | can walk." 

"Good. Then you can't get away.’ 


"Fuck. I'm not going anywhere." 


He grinned and lowered his eyes. Fingers absently traced one of my tattoos. | gently touched his chin to raise 


his eyes to mine. 


"Did you ever imagine it could be this good?" | whispered, my voice heavy with emotion. 


"Every day." 


